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BIll Arp Returns to the Eternal
City and Meels his Friend Big
Johmn.

Editur Mctterpolitun Rekord :

I hay not up to this time made any re
marks in publik about the trials and tribu
lations, the losses and crosses, the Lnzzards
and dead hosses seen on our journey home
ta the eternal city. T shall not alood to it
now, only to remark that our comin back
were not s0 hasty as our leavin. It was in
the dead of winter, through snow and
through slect, over cracks without bridgzes
and bridges without floors, through a de
serted and desolate land where no rooster
was left to crow, no pig to squeal, no dog
to bark ; where the ruins of happy homes
adorned the way, and ghosty chimncys
stood up like Sherman's seatinels a guardin
the ruins he had made. A little one hos
consern contained the highth of my world
ly essions, eonsistin of my numerous
and lovely wife and children, and a shuck
basket full of some sccond class vittels
Countin our offspring there was about ten
ol us in and about and around that wagin,
thus illustratin what the poet has sed, “one
glorious hour of crowded life is worth an
age without a name,” though the glory
were hard to purseeve on sich okkashuns.
Mrs. Arp are ol the opinyoun that her pos
terity were never as hungry before in their
life as on that distressin journey, and she
once remarked that there want nary rod of
the road that dident Licar some of ema
hollerin for vittels. My wife's husband i<
troobled bekaus they aint broke of it yit,
avd it do seem that the poorer I git the
more devouring they beeum, all of which
will eendd in sumthin or other if sumthin
don’t happen,

We finally arrived within the presinkts
of our lovely Lome. The doors creaked
weleome on their hinges, the hoopin bug
cherrupd on the learth, and the whistlin

the bedroom corner. We were about as
happy as we had been miserable, and when
I remarked that General Vandiver, who
okkupied our house, must be a gentleman
for not burnin it, Mrs. Arp replicd—

“1 wonder what he done with wy soing
masheen.”

“He dident cut down our shade trees,”
sed 1. :

“My buroes and carpets and erockery |
are all gone,” sed she.

“It way Ve possibul,” sed I, “that the
Genrul—

“And my barrel of sonp,” sed she.

“It may be possibul,” sed I, “that the |
Genrul moved oft our things to tuke keer
of em for us. I reckon we'll git em all
back atter while.” ]

“Atter while,” said Mrs. Arp like an
ekko, and ever since then when I allood |
to our Noithren brethren she only replies, ll
“ulter while.” i'

By and by the skattered wanderers be- |
gun to drop in under the weleum shades
of our sorrowful eitty. It wer a delightfal
enjoyment to greet em home, and listen
to the history of their suffrings and mis-
fortunes. Misery lgves company, and atter
the misery is past there's a power of com-
fort in talkin it over and fixin up as big a
tale as any body. I wer standin one day
upon the banks of the injun river, a won.
derin in my mind who would come next to
gladden our hearts, when 1 saw the shadder
of an objek a darkuin the sun lit bank.
1t wer not a load of hay nor an clefant, but .
ehere enuf’ it wer my friend Big John, a
movin slowly, but surely, to the dug out
landing on the opposite side. Ilis big
round face assoomed more latitood when
he saw me, and without waitin for remarks |
he sung out in a voiee some two staves |
deeper than the Southern Harmony—
*There came to the heeeh a poor exile of Eyip.”

“Make him fue,” said I, “and you'l fill
the bill.” Prouder tosee him than a mon- |
key show, I paddled the dug out over in
double quick and bid him weleum in the
name of the eternal eitty and its humble
jubabitants. 1 soon got him afloat in the
little eanoo, and before I was aware of it
tlie water was sloshing over the gunnels at |

| slep on my arms,

| gittin used to it, Bill—all in the use,”

[spred all overa whole side of Harner's

SPARTANBURG,

8.0,

Recollektin some skraps of blank verse
myself, [ said with aksent, “Tell me thou
swift of foot—thou wmodern Asahel—Oh tell
me where is thy chariot and steer? Where
dids’t thou go when I did sce thee dri-
ving like Juhu as we did flee for life.”

“I11 tell you all’ sed he, “I want my
frends to kuow it. T'm now a man of war,
Bill, and I'm glad of it. I've done the
state some servis and she knows it.  lye®
handled guns—yes, guns—weepins of deth. |
I've slept on my arms sinze 1 seed you—
night atter night hav 1 slept on my arms,
with hundreds of deadly weepings all
around we. Ah, Bill, Patriotism is ashig
thing. When you onee breake the ice,
great sluices of glory as biz as your arm
will just spring up like mushroems in your
buzzam ; and make you feel like throwing
your self clean nway for your country. Let
me set down and I'll tell you all T know,
Bill, but as the feller said in the theater,
“when you in your letters these unlucky
deeds relate, speak of me as [ |:|1|\—ur_-1{!pi
ing expatiate nor set down hot in malice.”

“Jestso," sed | “exaktly—exaktly so.—
Prosed, my hero”

“Well you sce the night after you passed
me, my steer got away.  Hang the desec-
vin beast ! 1 hunted smartly for him the
next mornin, but I hunted more forreds
than backwards  Leavin my wagin with
a widder woman, T took it wkoot across the
country by a settlement rond they calied
the “cut off.”  Devil of u cut off it was to
me. 1 broke down in site of a little log
cabin, and never mo el a foot further tha.
day. The old man had a cliunk of o nag
that worked in a slide. 1 perswaded Lim |
to haul me to the eend of the cut off, and
I know he done it for fear 1'd eat up his
smoke-heuse.  Every now and then he'd |
look at the old oman, and she'd look at the
swoke lonse and then at me.  But that
slidin bisness were the most orfullest trdy
eilin that I ever hav had. Fvery time the
pony'd look back he'd stop, nud when he'd
start agin he give such a jerk that my con-
tents were in danger. My holt broke on
one okkasun, a goin down a hill full of |
gullies. I rolld some twenty fect into the
edge of the woods, and coteh up azin an
old pine stump that was full of yaller Jjack
ets Three of the dingd  things stung me |
before I could rise, but I got through the |
cut off and fell in with some empty wagius |
that was stampedin my way.

“Gittin on to Athanty, a fool Ivishman

-stopd newight rt the elge of o owu and |

demanded my papers. 1 dident hav no |

was ordered to Andersonville to unrd the
prisoners, At Makon I met an old ak—
waintauce, who was a powerful big officer,
and he had me transferred to Lis depart
ment and put me in charge of Lis ordnanee.
There's where | bandled guns, Bil, and
Whole boxes of muskets |
wus around me, and I dideut no more mind
taken a snooze on a gun-box than if it had
been a couch of fethery down. Its all in

“Jest 50,” sed I, “thats the way | see
iv—exaktly so, my friend. Prosecd.

“It's blam'd lucky, Bill, (hat [ dident =0
to Andersonville. They would have had
me alongside of Wirz, cither as principal :
or witness or sumthin, and some lyin Yank |
would hav had D swedr or two al me about
shootin liim on the dead line.  Defore this
my carkass would have becn eat up by
worms or cut up by Doctors, aud my pikter

Weekly as a monster of deth,
“Well, T kep handlin guns and bayonets |
and d-.l:agl'rni:.-a weeping, until one day [ wot |
a furlo to go to Rowe.  Sherman was play
in base around about Atlanty, andso | had
to circumfience around by wuy ol Sclma,
and the very day I got there, n‘vrl:mlu.]
slast em, the Wilson raiders got there too,
wasent no more lookin for them Yankees
in Selma than I were for Beelzebub, and |
both of em was all the same to me Blamd .
il they wasentshootin at me before | knowd
they was in the State.  How in the dickons !

S T
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pint of the baynet. They marched me to
the wolf pen and thero I stayd till the fuss
was over.

“Right here, Bill, I want to make an ob-
servation.  There was a feller with me
when I was coteh'd, and 1 seed him make
a sorter of a sign to the captain, and they
turned him loose in two minutes, and he
Jest went about anywhere as nateral as a
king, while I hal a erossey’d dutchman
standin over me with a baynet grinnin from
mornin till night. There was some Free
Masonry about that, Bill, and if anothar
one of theze fool wars comes along, I'll jine
cm, if they'll let me.

“But 'm at home now ‘e good, T'm
gwine tostay here like a ine die. I'm
agin all wars and fightive,  I'm opposed
to all roms and ronrnsscs and riots, 1
dont keer nigh as much about a dog fight
as 1 wveed to.  Now, if one could always
sce the cend of a thing'n advance and the
eend was all rigzht, | wouldenc mind a big

fus¢; but then you knowa man's fore— |

thoughits aint as zood as his hind sichts.
If they war, this war wouldnt hay broke
out, and I wouldnt hav lost my steer, nor
watch, 1 never soel that woman befora
ner sinee, and I wouldut know her from
any other woman that walks the yearth—
blamd if I'm ecertain whether she were
white or Llack. Bill, how is your offspring?™

“Hungry us usual, [ thauk you iy
friend, " sed .

“lHow's Mrs  Ap?”

“Rebellings, John, verys but 1 think
she'l be  hurmounized—atterwhile—atter—
while "

Mr. Editur, T will not relate further of |

these trying adventares at this time. Biz
John are now entively harmonious, and [
suppose his futare career will be all sereen.
Yours as ever, Biun Anrp.
I 8.—Mrs. Arp wants you to zit back
the letters I writ her when she were sweet
gixteen. “Lhem ofiisers have got om and |
suppose have laughed all the fuuny part
away by this time  They contained some
thol thinzs that boys w Il write when they
full 1n love, an my wile sometimes used e
upon ine as reminders of broken promises,
Slie says, if they'l send em, she'l try and
forgive cur—artviehid .
Dovt trouble yourself much, Mr. Editur,
anl it will be all the sawe to ma.
BaAl
— . A P —
From the Ricliagnd “imen
An enteresting §plstie.

MR, SAM TANK 10O MR BLL)L ARD.
papers.  Nobody had ever axd we for pa | 0L Fetiaissy, YUSITED STATES )
pers but he wouldent hear an argument. | oF AMNvniky, 1865 )
As Quarles woull say, he wouldent jrne & | Qa7 1o Denn Ane enilith gree'ing :
ﬁf”" but marched me to aw oflis, and l: My Deanr Mg, Anr.—Bein tuk with
dident stay there ten minutes, [ wer sont . | A G
off to Dekat o fitt krints | & it ol the cackle ethis seribendy, an orful

8 y skripts 4 .
1 S nl?l: T SOHIG G ctll.-f]]’.* malerdy what somstimes affliks editurs
who were all in mournin, nle-u: UHEIE L il oiliet Htorrse fikes, and foelm
{ clothes. T never seed sieh a pitilul sct in R LA SRS G e >
: ot 7 : oblcewed to say somethin to sumbodids by
my life. 1 talked with em all, aud thar | way' G oLt off iniy 1 conklaited to
L s 1 | i SaLC I, e AJTT s LTI al
Wus nary one but what had  the dy Spepisy = v you this oo pistiblike

or the swinny or the rumatios or the bl I “ur lat 'u "\ ¥ ; -| the Sty
3 R R s | clins ol yo ihon Sitly
stagzgers or ihe heaves or thie humy LU shine OF (HE eUGtVE oih primes only

thin,  Well, there want vone of us dischue- | 5 2 e PP .

7 tae spedin wer a leotle bad, as likewise
ged, for there was bran new orders eallin I'nlso this avamwer, | doun’t mean no olfe
tor everybody foy lhirly days to o to the | \'I iin \, [ iy "t-h';' i W= e o
ditches. As I couldent walk that fur, 1| Sy SRR o ;

peculyurits, bat 1 allors were o leetls per
ticuler about my awthozraly, When 1
wer a sunldl shaver, no hier un a three oql
un jugzs beut Socrytees Jones down, the

et Loy in seooly spollin: @ Tuky buz
vy Loddy had miat it, an
tme, sez [, Tk

zard.”  Avfter oy

it enm roun to

FOu! L po il ) and out, frow hed to heels 1 fit at
(tuk) 3 -in} ) (kaky) buz (z:iezard) z Seving Pines under Jowsine: I yuses
n\;._‘: zeand) ard (buszand) ::;L-, buzzard | yopnelnss dioshunaty; I hoorayed for
e s S S S L RLE DO TS O Mister Junsing when Mister Linkhorn was saasy
Suooks our teacher, smiled, and patted mg ¥

(s

uh -‘-la'-.l"'.. ay, iy lr-v"t'
you's snm punkins on spelling and sum of
these duts will eertr ¥ luy Mister Walker an
Jolinsing in the shade”

uat it aint nbout

el ‘l ter A A .
i O i,y Msier : III. nor _'u _::I.Jtlltll\'l.‘i
[ want to say wward. 1 want to

nuther,
LIVe you iy
and th

ertiel

sentimets or things generally

m nizgervotin bobbylishuners jn

—

usin an they won't? Don't you think
they ort to let Ole Ferjinny in, Mister
Arp, in considerashun of the glorius me-
merry's of the past 7 Want it here whar
Washintun was born—whar Lee fit, and |
Jackson dyed ? An wunt it here whar Mis- |
ter Jefiyson writ the Declarashun of In—
dependens, sayin that everyboddy, white,
black and yellar, was Lorn Jis alike, an
hadent ortent to have nothin to do with |
uoboddy else, and went off to hisself and |
lived in a mountinseller? An then, again,
want it here whar Captain Smith fit for the
sume prineiple, and nocked Fowyton down |
with a hickry stick, and was goin to stomp
his gizzud “ out when a she injun named |
Poky Huntus run up and squaled ont |
¢ dunna pappuan aanoulaces, Mister Smith’
which bein interprited means, ¢ Don't
knoek pa, Mr. Smith.”

I say, Mister Arp, don't you think they
[ tuite let us el in, in considerashun of these
|gl-1riu'.u wemerry’s, and the wether gettin

cole? Spose we kav had a little family
fuss, hasent our big sister of the North
pulied our har tel we was reddy to “har-
monize I Harmony ar a gret thing in a
fawily. T ain't in faver of no more fitia.
L ain’t in faver of no wockin system.
Speshily I ain't in favor of nobody nockin
me; cause if they do, sumboddy mout git
Lhurt, T won't say who.

Well, Mr. Arp, weare goin to haven
biz spekin to day in these parts. The bu-
ro’s woin to tork to the niggers—goin to
| xplane fredum to ‘em, I spose  Now,

what's the use of torkin about nigzer fre
tdum? 1 wants to kno whar's the fredum
of the press? In the name of Mister
Frankling, what printed the first newspa-
|perin Ameriky. axes the solum quest
shun, “whar's the fredum of the press ?”
—Llicho answers, “whar?” DBut, in the
lnngwidze of the immortal bard, I an

SWers,

[

“Gone glimmerin thiu the distanse
Like an ole har's tale,
With fure s hongry dorgs behine
A yellin on her trale,™
Mister Arp, I'm emfatically for the fro.
dam of the press abov all uther freedum.

Spose a wan oits mad  and wants to cuss,

how's he g in to do it if he cant say what

{he wauts t0?  Dida't our 4 fathers say

{ that the frodum of the press was the be
ginwin of liborty 7 Howsumever, T spose
we've past the beginnin, and muby got
pretty nigh the een.  Erry timgour news
papers soz auny thiog them radakils don't

ik, they sets up a thunderin biz howl,
and calls us “ole sceesh,” whieh aint pritty.

[ They aint got no manners no how. Tork

[to 'em Mister Arp, tork to'em,

‘ Bat, Mister Arp, the questshun eams up,
“Whar ar liberty 7 And abov all, what
ar culered liberty 7 1 wad like to eXpross
my opinyuns on these ere subjics but for
our unfurtunitly passin that ar bezinnin
nforesed.  Mister Grely sez "tis niggers
Vol tat then I heercd Cerer explainin
this cre verry questshun tather day in these
cre wards: 3

z'ee, “Brethron, liberty ar
a grate big hous—dar de digger set in a
big arm clicer by do fier roastin taters, and
toastin hisz shins and drink 14 drams evry
day " And the congregashun sed, “ Amen
bruider Cezer!” So You see, Mister .\rp,
brudiders Cezer and Grely don't egzaetly
agree on them pints.  Spose you tork to
‘em, Mister Arp. jos to “harmunize” "em,
Fversboddy up here is for Mister John-
i As for me, I'm Jonsing all over, in-

nated 5 1 bys my hats for Jonsing and Com.

From the Richmind Enguirer.

Scene In the U. 8. House of Re~ -

presentatives. -

‘Good morrow, Mr. McPherson.’

‘ Give you good morrow, sweet Gont. Sweet
business have you here ?? 3

‘ We be divers poor gentlemen from Virginis
und we have come hither to entreat edirance
at your chamber door.' .

* On what grounds do yon seek admission **

“Inverity, we be loyal men and frue, we
have ta’en one eath, and the other we will
gladly galp.’ b

*Odso! Ye be in quest of dollars, a thousand
three times told, I ween.’

‘ Nay, but we will gulp the oath, and we be
tired of standing in the cold without, and of
cating peanuts withal.’

* Marry, come up | your sorrows touch my
heart. t ye are Virginiuns, and methinks
your loyalty is somewhat doubtful.”

* Say not so, fuir 8i, for we will gulp the
oath.  Nay, be entreated and let us in, for we
are a cold and our wallels are empty.’

* But stay, ye elaim to represent the people
of Virginia ¥

‘ By cock and pie, we do.’

*Ye took no part in the rebelion "

* Not a tittle.

* When your land was invaded, what did ye?

‘ Good sooth! we stayed at home."

* When your houses were burnt, your cattle
and negroes stolen, and your fields laid Waste,
what did ye then ?

‘We fled toa safer place,
the army."

* When your brothers and your sons were
shot down for defending a cause they deemed
righteous; what then did ye '

*Zounds! we stood by with folded arms.’

*When your mothers were insulted, your
wives and daughters scoffed at, and your sis-
ters imprizoned, felt ye no sympathy for them®

‘Not one particle. Nay, start not back in:
horror, for we are willing to swear it on the
Holy Evangelist.’

*Aye ! for the sake of three thousand ducats
per annum, some men will take any oath.
Virginians, I trow, are not so base. But when
all arms-bearing men were conscripted, with
what magic snd by what arts withal did ye
escape conscription $*

‘tindzooks! we had amassed store of
Confederate sorip, and deftly did we use it.
Moreover, many of us held numerous African
men in bondage, and thereby gained exemp-~
tion.'

! Certes, "twas & cunning dodge. 8o then, ye
loved the Union %'

* That we did, good sir,’

* Ye fought for the Union ¥

¢ Not overmuch, save in our devout prayers,
which daily and nightly ascended unto God,
our Father, for the success of the Union arms.’

* So, w0, Being piius met, and ever ready
L0 go to your lust nccount, yet, nevertheless, ye
were not willing to peril life for the blessed
Union ?'

‘Nay, benot wroth with us, Mr. MoPher-
#on, but he entreated, and let us in, for we will
gulp the oath.’

*Verily, if ye did not fight for the Unien,
ye shurely wrote for it ¥’

¢ Noble Master McPherson, we did not write,
neither did we speak for the Union, for we
were afeard.

* Afeard of what **

*We pray you queation not

‘I demandan answer.
afeard 7

*Softly, softly, gracions, generous sir, An it
please you, we were afeard of our property.
But we will gulp the oath—oh, how glibly 1’

‘It appears by your own showing, that ye
perilled neither life, limb nor property for the
rebell on.  Yet ye come hither to represent
the rebels.  Also, it appears that ye
neither life, limb nor property for the Union,
Vet ye claim to love the Union. Faugh! Get
ye gone, sirrnhs ! Avaunt

‘Noy, precious Master McPherson; but we
will gulp the—'

And the door was shut.

TT— . A & A ———s
Tax on Southern Manufactures.

The following cireular, 1ssued by the
Seeretary of the Treasury n Monday, is
highly important to Southern Manufactu—
rers and all those holding articles manu-
fucturad in the South :

“TREASURY l!r.mn:ruz.\'"r,
Febraary 2 1866,

and kept ou of

820 closely.’
Sry, of what ye were

pany; aman namd Jonsing makes my
Sutuly shuse; and when U'm werry—which
mint frekwent now adais—I sings this ere

CUE TOo JOUNsSING,

Mister Johnsing i= the man for 13,
W ||~|<-I-|‘|' ! whoopee !

Don’t e make them radiclas cuay,
Wl pee l fiddledee !

" L the fivs plase, .‘rli-:“r ;\[':'; “'il-'_lt.-" ail | Heer ole Horeis Grely rore,
this duced tork about gittin back in the Whoopee ! whoopee !
{ Yunion for? Didn't Mr  Linkam \!;m.- “5{'- Al =nort, Al SUAD. AN snore,
: A . '3 o | T silon!
that ar little matter i sop sston to the Viwopee ! fiddledee !
ant . W oov buddy i ) i z
satisfucshun off everybod Iy, by provin They sny he's got the belly ake,
that noliud .’_.' never was out ol the Yun- | Whoapeo! whoopes !
ion, and never cudent be ¥ Na then, Mister He enn t digest our Jonsing cake,
.\l']'. i we aint never boeen out of the Whoopee! fiddledoe !

glorious Yunion, 5o cald, what's them durn |

radicles gat to do with admittin our Con

Aud, agin, Mister Arp, what's them
blie bobbylishuners kickin up sich a
thunderashun of a fuss about ni

ars votin |

% JThe Yanks may cum and the devil too but 1'11 | mud and water.

overy wabble, “Lay down my friend,” | they missed me I dont know, for their min
sed I, and he Jaid, which wiia a1l thet invid | ny bolls sung yanky doodle all around e
ns {from a wetry grave, and the naboorin ™4 over me and under me and betwixt
farms from ivundation.  When safely land = ™
ed I found him wedged in so tight that he '
couldent rise, so I relieved him by a prize

with the end of the paddle. As’ his foot | ks " d 1
touched the sakred soil he gently separated | V14 Wowan "““"m':l Shes &P “‘:' her to
his countenance and sung with feeling mel. | 1k¢ my Jaton sud lungeyﬂ 2394 fook
ody, em in a horry and put em in her boozam,

“Home agsin—home again—from a furrin | Well I found a gully at last, and rolld in

. e | kesplosh, for it was aboat two feet deep in
The infernals found me

| there jest at nicht; and got me out at the

c.
“T tell you, Bill, I run like a mad turkey,
lookin ahead of me at every step to find an
easy place to full when I was rluggml. An

not run any more."

Lfor 7 Don't the Constitushiun, so cald, leave

| that ar sulijic to the States intircly ? They |

:uiu'l no Constitushun, an aint got nuthin
to do with it.  Ortent they to be satisfied
with what they was fitin for ¥ Did'nt they

{ say all the time they was fitin for the nig- |

[ gers and the Yunion ? Well, nint they got

| the niggers 7 (Wonder what tiey are goin |
to do with 'em ?

As for the Yunion, aint we all the time
exclaimin with the Samist, © Behole, what
| a delightfal thin: it is to dwel together in |
yunity,” and knockin all the time at the |
dore of the Yunion, and askin 'em to lot {

|
i

To Mistor Jonsing, then, Ul sing,

v : o | Whoopee ! whoopes !
| grismen ! :"I'Ill."'l‘ ll'!!'b'.' don't allow them In| And tinke the woods aroun’ mu ring,
{ take their seets 7 1 reckon they ean stan l Whoopee ! fiddledee !
ugs

Corn hang them "ar nigger-votin' bobby-
| ishuners, T speck the nex thing they'll
want to stop us lrom :-in;.:in_u_, an make us

“lang our "Arp on n willer tree.”

They don’t do nothin bout ‘arpin, ‘copt
"tis on the eternal nigger, and then they

{ allers play the lyro.

[ hutd, sum time ago, you was goin to
run for Cenggris; but taint so, [ don't
recken—wush 'twas—want you to “harmu.
nmise” them radicles. Meantime, stay at
home with Mrs. Arp un the ehilun; an if
you gits mad with a nigiger, “blue, ULlack
or yuller,” don't cuss, nor carry him to no
buro ; jis tork to "im tel he's “Karmunised.”

Yose, cteetry,
SEasr Taxk,

“On Scptember 14, 1865, an order was

| issucd by this Department, under the pow-

{ er conferred by seetion 46 of Internal Rey-

[ enue Act of June 30, 1864, dirceting that

| articles manufactured in the States tely

| 1o insurrection, prior to the establishment,
of collection districts therein, but retained
in possession of the manufacturer until after
| such estatlishment, and thas made lisble

[ to the current rates of taxation, should be

[ held free from present nssessment until

| transported beyond the limits of the above

| mentioned States, and should then be sub-
| jected only to the tax due at the time of
| their manutaeture,

“The reasons for their exemption were
stated bricfly at the time of its allowance.
It was induced by the fact that manufac—
turers had, in ignorance of the law, retain-
large quantities of their produets in their
L own hands, and by the supposed additional

fact that much of the property so retained
had greatly deteriorated in value.
“Abundant  opportunity having now
been given for the disposal of these many.
factures, there is no good reason for eon—
| tinuing a privilege inconsistent with the
| general provisions of the law, adverse to
| the intercsts of Northern manufs
and suseeptible, as cxperience has shown,
to vory great abuse.

- “Itis therefore, hereby ordered, that on
and after Mareh 1, 1368, all éoﬂﬂmm
manufactures in possession of the wanu-~
facturer shall be held subject to the present
rates of duty—no exception being made in
any case on account of the date of manu-

| facture, 1. McCULLOCH,

l Sccretary of the Treasury.”




